During my three years among the German-speaking population of the Italian South Tyrol, I had occasion to discover poetry in their lives and in mine. The first of the three examples included here comes from the archives in the village of St. Anna. In recording a death in 1860, the priest notes that the local schoolmaster and church organist had been "ein Original" whose greatest pleasures had been in composing songs and light verse. As a marginal note, the priest then inscribes one verse which this teacher had written, a prayer composed on the occasion of a religious procession in this high Alpine community. Poetry of a more-formal composition is also wellregarded in the Tyrol. In the early years of the present century, life in the Alps was portrayed and celebrated by Sebastian Reiger in his more-than fifty novels and collections of folktales. One of his poems has achieved the status of the "Tyrolean anthem" and this is included as the second item. For the most part, I conducted my fieldwork interviews in a systematic manner, working from a standard set of questions and covering each topic in detail before advancing to the next. In listening to the stories of one of the older women, however, I found that her remembrances were loosely structured. When she began her account, I had thought that she was going to tell me about a certain Edward Pixner. After she had free-associated her way across a landscape of details, names, and anecdotes, I tried to bring her back to the matter at hand by asking her to provide me with more facts on the life of this one man.
Prayer to the Mother

Tirol ist lei oans
Elisabeth responded on two levels. First hearing my question as, "What has become of him: where is he now?" she said that he had died. Then, after a pause, she answered as if to the question, "What then became of him: after the disappointment of unrequited love,
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did his life have rewards and satisfactions?" To this, she responded with yet another anecdote, one which said that, having lived and died, this man was now forgotten except as the subject of a barroom story in which he is the butt of the joke.
Thus, the logic of Elisabeth's discourse was not mine: Elisabeth's memories did not fit into my neat categories. However, I found that as I transcribed the conversation-"she said this, then I said that"-it took on a form which seemed true to the style in which she had spoken. Remembering the man who was surprised to learn that he had been speaking prose all his life, in making notes on my conversation with Elisabeth, I recognized with surprise that she had been speaking poetry. The option to my dismissing her structure of significance was to open myself to other ways of seeing, other forms for summing up the wisdom of a lifetime. In thus opening myself to the meanings of Elisabeth, I began to question the anthropological assumption that, through our writings, it is "we" who bestow meaning upon the lives of those whom we have designated as the objects of our studies.
Some might categorize this effort as "anthropological poetry"; others might label it an oral form of "ethnopoetry" which happens to have been recorded by the fieldworker. For myself, I would say that this poem, along with the two indigenous originals included here, served as my education that Tyrolers of every sort have long been using the forms of poetry in speaking of their lives. Together, these three pieces may suggest the potential of poetry in recording and conveying our experiences in the field, as well as recording moments within the lives of those others among whom we have lived. "In the days when Albert and Stuber were single They and Edel would go drinking together: Oh, they were full of foolishness! "One evening they joined our family for the rosary, All of us in the front room on our knees. While Edel was praying Albert and Stuber slipped a rope 'round his ankles; When he went to stand, he fell on his face. "When Albert gets drinking He still tells the story."
